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it Is just as well I often wish that when we come
to England for the first time we would not be so
naive, so full of hope, so believing. But every P.
and O. liner brings more and more of those who like
me stepped out of the smugness of our homes to be
battered in our effort to acquire an English
education. It is the contrast that is a bit too much
for us, and I often wonder why our parents who are
willing to send us on our own all these thousands of
miles don't allow us to go round the corner when
living at home. We present a pathetic picture of
completely helpless young men, who know little
about the world and less about life.
1 cannot forget a fellow passenger on the wagon-
lits from Marseilles, and the embarrassment he
caused me when he pulled down his yellow steel
suit-case in sight of a compartment full of passengers.
On it in large white letters had been painted his full
name, followed by the inevitable suffix "B.A.JLL.B."
For that I shall never forgive him. It gave me an
insight into the working of the mind of the average
educated Indian. Unfortunately we have our B.A/s
and our M.A/s and our LL.B.'s in the same large
proportion as Germany has its swarms of learned
Doctors. But to flaunt that not uncommon dis-
tinction on a yellow steel trunk right across the
continent of Europe is a bit tough on those of us who
are sensitive to such things. I had the feeling
that maybe he had never been given a chance, and